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Glasses Fetish 


Author's Notes: 


As soon as | saw it on the list | was like right, I've GOT to do this, its the sweetest thing ever! | was delighted 
when | saw this wish was yours. I've never really done comedy/sweet before, so | hope you like it. Happy 


Ficmas, babe! 


Axl is not subtle when he's annoyed. 
Or any other time, really, but his annoyance is particularly camera-not-shy. 


"Has anybody seen my contacts?" He's flipping the couch cushions one by one, squinting underneath and using 
his hands to sift through the debris. Not that there's much of that in this fancy hotel room they're staying 
at, Duff thinks, but in the three days they been here, Steven has managed to christen the furniture with 
several slices of pepperoni and the half-slice of pizza they'd slipped off of, two unused condoms, change, and a 
good-luck charm given to him by a saucy little Brazilian teenager that looked disturbingly like a mini-dildo on a 


keyring, 


"How are you gonna find them if you can't see shit?" Slash points out, ducking the cushion Axl throws in 


frustration when the couch comes up useless. "Can't you just use your glasses for now?" 
Duff could have kissed him. 


Axl brushes his hand through those bangs he'd had cut recently, the ones always falling into his eyes and 
making Duff want to slip his hand into the smooth curtain of red and just - ruffle. 


"| don't know where those are either," Axl confesses. "I'm sure | bought them along, but." he trails off, looking 
vaguely lost, staring at the couch with a wounded expression on his face as though it had taken his contacts 
and hidden them as some sort of personal vendetta. "My fucking contacts, though. | can't just spend the rest 


of the tour walking around in glasses" 


"Why not?" Steven argues, looking up from the couch pepperoni he'd been inspecting. "You could start a trend, 


you know. Make glasses cool again” 


He pops the pepperoni into his mouth, apparently having deemed it acceptably well-preserved. Shuddering, Duff 


makes a noise of disgust. 

"Stevie -" 

"What? l'm hungry!" 

"A normal person would order room service!" 

"What | put in my mouth is none of your business, Duff," Steven informs him loftily. 


Axl sniggers. Steven shoots him a confused look, then laughs when he gets the double entendre. Duff rolls his 
eyes. 


"Come on, Axl. I'll help you find your glasses." 

He's fairly successful at keeping the excitement out of his voice. 

I'd prefer it if we found my goddamn contacts," Axl muttered as they resumed the search. Duff wonders how 
the redhead would react if he told him him that every last one of those goddamn contacts is currently 
stuffed into the inside pocket of Duff's suitcase, cushioned by a rolled-up T shirt. 


Not too favourably, Duff concludes. 


In Duff's defence, Axl in glasses is possibly the cutest thing he's ever seen and really, how can one judge a 


man for wanting the simple pleasure of seeing his frontman blinking through those big round silver-rimmed 
specs, eyes magnified in the glass, pushing them up his nose every few minutes, and Duff has to wipe the 
stupid grin from his face as he waves the glasses case with flourish. 

"Found ‘em." 

"My contacts?" Axl brightens. 


"Your glasses." Duff moves closer and waves them under Axl's nose. Axl's shoulders slump. 


"Thanks," he says gloomily, not bothering to ask where Duff had found them. Good thing, too, because Duff has 
a feeling that saying ‘stuffed into my jeans pocket for just such an occasion as this' would not go down too 
well. Axl opens the case, takes out the glasses, and holds them distastefully between his thumb and forefinger. 


Duff is practically bouncing. 

"Well, put them on, then!" 

Slash flies between them, plucks the glasses out of Axl's hands, and shoves them onto his own face. 
Duff could have killed him. 


"Wow, you're like blind Ax," he observes, hands out, roaming around the room as if playing Blind Man's Bluff. 


Steven cackles. 


Axl looks a little pink, and suddenly Duff is overcome by a wave of protectiveness similar to when he'd found 
that lost little bunny in his back garden as a child. How dare Slash mock Axl for his eyesight. It's immaterial 
that embarrassed Axl is possibly as cute as Axl in glasses. Duff draws himself up to his full height and pulls 
the glasses off the laughing guitarists stupid face. 


"Shut up, Slash," he says, cuffing him round the back of the head and giving the glasses back to Axl, who 
examines them resignedly, sighs, and finally, at long last, praise Jesus and Hail Mary, slips them on. 


He blinks a couple of times, then looks around at them, green eyes huge on his slim face, that little blush still 
on his cheeks. He scratches the side of his thigh with his knuckles, a little tic he always has when he's nervous 
or shy. Duff's heart just about melts. 


"Four-eyes!" Steven shouts, and him and Slash fall about laughing. 


Axl's head snaps round. Duff braces himself, then relaxes, remembering that Axl's wearing glasses How 


dangerous could he be? 


The question is swiftly answered when a vase goes flying across the room. Steven has maybe two seconds to 


duck, and the vase shatters against his shoulder. He squeals in pain. 
"Jesus, man! That hurt!" 


"Good!" Axl fires back. And then he storms out of the room, kicking a stray pair of boxers out of his way. 


Slash edges over and plucks them up from the floor, looking sheepish, and Steven continues rubbing his arm. 
"Now | know it's a sore spot," he declares to no one in particular. "I'm never letting it go." 
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Axl takes his glasses off during sound check, and he doesn't move about as much as he normally does on 
stage, glancing around the floor skittishly as if waiting for a stray wire to materialise and trip him up. When 
he does walk around, he does so slowly and carefully. Duff, fiddling with his bass a few feet away, is reminded 
of his grandmother when the doctor cleared her for mobility after hip surgery, and the thought both amuses 
and saddens him a little. He never really noticed how confident and loose-limbed Axl usually was when he 


moved, with his catlike reflexes and his dancer's grace, until it was gone. 

"Just put your goddamn glasses on," Izzy grumbles at him, bumping the frontman with the neck of his guitar 
and making the him jump. "You're giving off geriatric vibes and it's making me want to buy you a walking frame 
and some false fuckin’ teeth." 

Axl grits his teeth, ignores Izzy and squints his way through the next hour or so. 

"Hey, Axl!" Steven calls. "How many drumsticks am | holding up?" 

"| don't know, how many would you like shoved up your ass?" Axl calls back. 


"Hey! | will hit a guy with glasses!" 


"You better go find one then!" Axl shouts, and throws the mic at him. Steven doesn't even have to duck, 
because Axl's mic passes neatly by the drummer and hits a passing sound tech square in the teeth. 


Afterwards, Duff sees him massaging his head as he trudges back up to the hotel after waving off Izzy's 
attempts to drag him along to the bar crawl. His heart goes out to the stubborn prick, and he decides to 


follow him to his hotel room. 


"Not coming for drinks?" Slash asked him, lingering a little as Steven and Izzy speed ahead, bound for the 


nearest watering hole. 
"Nah," Duff shrugs. "The creative juices are flowing. Maybe I'll come up with something tonight.” 


Slash regards him, then glances back at the hotel. "Yeah..." 


He gives an impish grin. "Maybe you and Axl can create something beautiful.’ 


With that, he bounds away, leaving Duff bemused and a little worried. An emotion he quickly shrugs off with 


the thought of seeing Axl in glasses again, and races upstairs and knock's on Axis room door. 


"It's open!" he hears Axl yell, and lets himself in just in time to see Axl, freshly showered and wet-haired, 
shoving his glasses on with an audible sigh of relief. 


"Fuck," he says, his eyes once again huge as he blinks at me through the lenses. "My head was killing me." 
Duff sets his bass against the couch and tries not to let the sudden thrum of guilt show on his face. 


"Want some hot tea?" he offers, and then bites his tongue, wondering where the hell that had come from. 
Apparently the geriatrics thing was contagious, and Axl will surely laugh him out of the room. 


But Axl frowns, then laughs, giving a confused little shrug. 

"Fuck it, fine. I'll embrace being a grandma tonight. Should | chase Izzy up on that walking frame offer?" 

Duff snorts. "Only if you want Steven to ride it down the stairs." 

Axl laughs so hard at the image of their crazed drummer bouncing down the staircase wrapped around a 
Zimmerframe that his glasses slip down his nose and nearly fall off. He takes them off, wipes his eyes, and 
puts them on again. 

They continue chatting as the tea boils, and Duff is genuinely OK with the idea that they're acting like a very 
old married couple. When they're both clutching their mugs, the sides of which are so hot they burned Duff's 
fingertips, Axl blows gently against the surface of his drink, holding it under his nose. 


"Smells good," he compliments. 


Duff agrees. The gentle aroma of raspberry and mint is nice, but it's the hot steam wafting from the cup and 


warming his skin that he really likes. He makes a mental note to drink more tea 


"Why don't | wear my glasses more often, you ask?" Axl gripes from the armchair. Duff looks up to see his 
friend's eyes are completely obscured the the thick white fog that is clinging to his glasses. 


"Can't see shit," Axl proclaims, feeling around for the coffee table and carefully setting his tea down once he's 
found the surface. He removes his glasses and starts to clean them with the hem of his T-shirt, huffing out 
an irritated sigh through pursed lips that makes his fringe fly up. Duff is glad that his tea is still too hot to 
drink because he would definitely have choked on it. 


He's glad that Axl is too blind at the moment to see him staring. 


"Fucking contacts," Axl is mumbling to himself as he holds the glasses by his face and peers at them, before 
sliding them on. "You know, | bet it was Steven who hid them. He's just enjoying this whole thing way too much 


"Maybe if you didn’t react to him, he wouldn't tease so much," Duff says hastily, not wanting the innocent 


drummer to be eviscerated. Not for a crime he didn't commit, anyway. 
Axl gives him a suspicious look over his mug. "Why are you defending him?" 


Duff holds up his hands. "Just saying. I's what my mother said when the kids at school teased me for being 
lanky." 


Axl makes an unimpressed ‘humph' noise and settles back with his mug. Duff buries his nose in his, and they 


slurp. 

Afterwards, Duff sits on the couch and strums an acoustic, and Axl sits on the dinner table, bent over a piece 
of paper, occasionally chewing on the old pencil he's gripping. As Duff watches, Axl rakes his hand through his 
hair, flipping it over to one side like he's seen countless chicks do, and pushes his glasses up his nose with his 
index finger. Staring at whatever he's written, he drops his cheek into his palm and taps the pencil against his 
chin. 

He looks like a kid stuck on a particularly nasty piece of math homework. 

A very, very hot kid Fuck, Id give my kidney to just - 

Wait, WHAT? 


Duff is horrified with himself. He throws the guitar to one side, screams out a single word - "BATHROOM!" - 
and bolts. 


Once the door is safely closed behind him, Duff sits on the edge of the bath, realises his legs aren't able to 
support such a position at this present moment, and all but falls into the tub. He curls his legs up and maybe 
he should just give Axl back his contacts, he'd have to do it eventually, and maybe sooner was better than 
later because the image that had just flashed through his mind back there.. 

Everything else goes. The glasses stay. Fuck, Axl - 

Duff whimpered and hid his face in his hands, but his stupid mind would not let up. 


Slow, so the glasses don't fall off Slower than that, let me look at you.. 


Duff pulls his hair despairingly and tries to think of the time his dog got haemorrhoids. 

„look at me, baby. Its OK, let them sit just a httle crooked lke that..God, your eyes .. 

Erupting out of the bath, Duff wrenches the door open and flies out of the hotel room without saying a word 
to Axl. He bursts into his own suite, digs around his drawers and finds what he's looking for. Without stopping 
to think, he marches back to Axl's room, flings the door open, and throws the little boxes onto the table in 
front of his frontman. 

Axl stares, eyebrows raised. And more importantly, still wearing those goddamn glasses. 

“Take them off" Duff begs, voice strangled. 

"Where'd you find these?" 

"Axl." 


"You hid them. You asshole" Axl is grinning at him. "And you were gonna let Stevie take the heat?" 


Duff wants to question why Axl hasn't disembowelled him yet, but decides he's OK with not knowing. "Look, 


man, whatever. l'm going to bed." 
Axl looks at the clock, eyes widening a little behind his glasses. "Shit, 3am already?" 


He slowly peels his glasses off. They make a little click as he sets them on the table, and he leans back, rubs 
his eyes with his knuckles and yawns. 


"Yeah, let's just fuckin’ sleep. I'll deal with you tomorrow, thief 

Axl sounds more teasing than threatening. Duff scuttles to his room, counting his lucky stars. 

RK 

And scuttles right back into Axl's room the next morning, collects all the contact cases he'd thrown onto the 
table the night before and - when Axl emerges from the bathroom with a toothbrush poking out of his mouth 
and those glasses still on his face - panics and hides the fucking cases in the first place that comes to mind. 


His pants. 


They stare at each other for a few moments. The hard edges of cases poke Duff's dick. Axl takes the 
toothbrush out of his mouth and speaks, rather thickly, around a mouthful of saliva and toothpaste. 


"Are those my contacts in your pants, or are you just happy to see me?" 


Duff tries to talk, manages a hoarse squeak, and turns on his heel and exits. 


KEKEKE 
"Duff?" 


"Nothing!" Duff yells. "I was just sitting here in my hotel room, minding my own business, drinking my Grey 
Goose and watching the Simpsons! 


He motions towards the TV, where Homer is throttling Bart. 


"Hey, hey, relax," Axl soothes, holding out both hands placatingly and then using one hand to adjust his glasses. 
Duff groans, and takes a long swallow of vodka. Axl watches him carefully, then edges closer and takes a seat 
next to him on the couch. Duff stares determinedly straight ahead. Axl laughs at something on the TV - Duff 
has stopped paying attention to the show, so he has no idea what's so funny - and settles comfortably back, 


raising one leg up and resting his foot on the couch. 

Duff is just starting to relax, when Axl speaks. 

"Dude, | kind of need my contacts now. We have a show tonight.” 

He doesn't sound impatient or demanding. Actually, he sounds kind of gentle. Like a parent talking to their kid, 
Duff thinks glumly. Axl shifts slightly to face him, and Duff realises he's waiting for some kind of response, so 
he lets out a grunt. 

"Just for tonight," Axl says, in that same gentle voice that's suddenly a whole lot closer, and Duff nearly goes 
flying when he feels Axl's fingers against his cheek. "I'll put these back on as soon as we come offstage. | 
promise." 

Duff clears his throat, trying to move away from and closer to Axl at the same time. God, his eyes were so 
big and shiny and close, and the glasses were starting to fog up with Duff's breath, and Axl is smiling just a 
bit but he's also chewing his lip like he's thinking very hard about something and is very close to figuring that 
something out. 

Or, he's already figured it out, and is just toying with him, 

"My suitcase," Duff says hoarsely. Axl laughs. 


"Thank God. | was afraid you'd make me paw around your pants for the fucking things.’ 


With that, he gets up and potters off to retrieve what's his. Duff is left sitting in the couch, trying to not 
think about Axl fondling his crotch. 


Thankfully, Axl doesn't take too long. He reappears in the doorway and holds up a single case. 

"Just one pair, for the show," he says, earnest. Duff nods, and he's suddenly exhausted. 

"Get out," he says wearily. Axl frowns, and saunters towards him, shoving the contacts into his pocket. Duff 
moves back a little as the frontman places both palms on the arm of the couch, leans towards Duff and peers 
intensely at him, flouting all existing rules about personal space. Duff splutters. 

"Dude, what - 2" 

The words die on his lips. Axl scrunches his nose slightly and narrows his eyes. 

"We're gonna talk" 

"Uh, l, ah -" 

"After the show. | have a lot of questions, and you better have a whole load of answers." 


"About what?" Duff croaks. 


Axl gives him an indignant look, and he's still maybe an inch or two away from him, braced on his arms. A 


strand of red hair dangles over his cheek. 
"Don't insult my intelligence, McKagan" 


Duff's mouth is drier than its ever been. He wants to take a sip of vodka, but his arm won't move. Axl's face 


suddenly breaks into a grin, and he flicks Duff's nose. 
"See you tonight. With your weird glasses fetish. Fuckin’ psycho." 
He's sashaying out the door, and then he's gone. 


Duff stares after him. Twenty minutes and half a bottle of Grey Goose later, he decides he should probably 


find a different hiding place for the remaining contacts, now that Axl knows where they are. 


EEKE EK KK 


Axl interacts with him on stage noticeably more than usual. Slash isn't happy at the lack of attention, but Duff 
doesn't care. Duff is on cloud nine because Axl's hand is on his shoulder as he belts out the chorus of You 
Could Be Mine. The crowd roars and undulates and sings along, thousands of lighters twinkling orange below the 
black sky, and Duff has never been happier. 


RR RB BOR RK 
"So " 


He's wearing the glasses, as promised. Duff is pleasantly buzzing, a mixture of post-show euphoria and the 


after-effects of the Grey Goose he'd had for lunch. 


"Wanna tell me what's been up with you?" Axl asks, but it's not so much a question as it is a demand. His 
arms are folded, one knee bent as he leans against the kitchen counter. Duff shrugs. Axl frowns at him, tilting 
his head forward. The resulting effect makes him look like a judgemental librarian peering disapprovingly over 


their glasses at a rowdy teenager in the silent section 
God | wanna make out with him right now. 

Fuck it 

Whats the worst he can do to me? 


Duff decides to throw caution to the wind and let the chips - or his frontmar's fists of fury - fall where 


they may. He gets up, almost runs towards Axl, grabs the other man's face with both hands, and kisses him. 


Axt's lips taste like smoke and raspberries, and his glasses feel hard and strange against Duff's skin, and Duff 
keeps kissing him but then he pulls away because he has to see - 


Axl is breathing heavily, face flushed pink as he stares at him with wide eyes. His glasses have gone askew, 
but he makes no effort to adjust them. Instead he licks his lips, and then he smirks 


| should have worn these fuckin’ things years ago," he breathes. 


"You're not gonna kick my ass?" Duff pants, kissing him again, and again, and again, relishing the way the 


glasses poke his nose, almost moaning when Axl's arms snake around his back. 
"For taking this long? | should Asshole." 


They're tearing at each other's clothes now. Their kisses are open-mouthed and urgent, and Duff still can't 
quite believe this is happening, but dammit, if it's a dream he's going to milk it for all its worth. Pun intended. 


Axls glasses fall off his face between their bodies. Duff catches them before they hit the floor, trapping 
them between his palm and stomach, now bare. He sets them carefully back on Axls face, slipping the temples 
over his ears and correcting the angle so they sit just so. Axl watches him, a strangely tender look flitting 
across his features, and Duff suddenly feels faintly embarrassed. He looks down, hands coming away from Axl's 
face, but Axl grabs his wrists and drags them right back up. 


"Don't go all shy on me now, McKagan," he whispers, hot lips brushing Duff's ear, one leg hooking round his 
waist, and shit, Duff's only a man of flesh and blood. 


"The glasses stay," he hisses as he pulls Axl to the bedroom, and Axl laughs. 


"No shit, Sherlock." 


